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sion. "Have you noticed anything?" he began very gravely,
while the irrelevant thought flitted like a swift bird through
the girl's head, "he's never taken me to see his mother's grave,
any more than he's taken me to his room! He treats me like
his 'tart,' not like his wife."
"Noticed what?"
"Anything about me and Enoch Quirm?"
"You and Uryen?"
"Yes."
"What about you and Uryen?"
"Have you noticed anything lately, very lately—anything
different?"
"You've gone about a lot together. You've taken a fancy to
each other. But why not ? You gave him a share of the Cumber
work. You got him out of a ticklish place. He's grateful, I
expect."
"I don't mean that.  I mean something else, Wizz."
There was no need for him to take her by the wrist now,
for she had lifted up her face with breathless interest and was
giving him a tremulous and concentrated hearing.
"Is he," she thought, "going to warn me that Uryen and I
are too thick? Is he going to tell me that those Glymes people
have begun to talk? I don't care if they have! I'll tell him
what Jenny says about Nance and him."
"You remember that time in February, Wizz, when we
went to Glymes, and he gave me that 'Head' for my bed?
The thing you hated so when I put it on our chimney-
piece?"
"Yes, yes, of course. Go on, for pity's sake!" For some
reason she felt a fantastic alarm at what he might say. The
idea that he was going to scold her about Uryen died down.
But she still felt a tension of her nerves that made her ex-
tremely uncomfortable. "Tell me, tell me quick! Don't tor-
ment me, D.! What is it?"
"You remember how I've said that you and I are so like
each other in so many ways?"
The girl nodded. She would have made a wry face at this
point, if she hadn't been so intensely interested; for it was to
the tune of these precious resemblances that he made love to
her in the way she disliked most.
"And that it seemed like a kind of fate bringing us together,

